A pleasing smell of mushrooms rose from the earth
which lay, chaste and timorous, beneath an ancient
coverlet of leaves. Something about this walk went
to his head like wine. Only a faint touch of weariness
made his eyes smart. He plunged into the low-roofed
forest, as into the sea. He pushed his way through
the branches and the high weeds. Daylight was begin-
ning to show like a smoky candle. A bird pierced the
silence with its song. Francois was no longer thinking
of anything. He surrendered to the magic of the
yielding moss beneath his feet, of the greyish mud in
small clearings, of intersecting, reuniting paths which
were like the fingers of a hand. Nothing now had any
importance. All that mattered was to reach the man
who was waiting for him a few yards away. In his
nostrils was the smell of a waterlogged and delicate
undergrowth. He made his way across a thick carpet
of soft heather. His shoes were soaked through. All
of a sudden he saw Simon, leaning with his back
a'gainst a dead pine. He had opened a haversack which
he carried slung against his leg, and was leaning down.
"This is the best place for cfyes, look."
Francois was amazed by this cordial reception.
Triumphantly, by the faint flicker of a cigarette-
lighter,  Simon pulled from the ground a plump
mushroom with a white underside which looked like
the belly of an animal.

*We shan't return to the house empty-handed:
come along."

Francois walked beside Simon in silence. This
search in which he had joined out of pure politeness,
was beginning to look rather foolish. Claire was
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